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obey such faint-hearted and futile orders. The survivors, all too few,
of the British officers of the rebellious regiments had a long account
to settle with their own men and, Hewitt or no Hewitt, were deter-
mined to settle it. Civilians, whose homes and families had been
destroyed, were unlikely to sit quietly waiting till Wilson made up
his mind. Men of private means, like Chalmers, to whom the army
was a hobby rather than a career and who, like him, had lost their
wives into the bargain, were ready to see every timorous General in
India to Hell rather than be baulked of vengeance : and they formed
themselves into what might be called bands of mobile executioners,
who ranged through the city and the surrounding country, here
rescuing some European or Eurasian who had remained hidden by a
miracle, there taking swift and summary revenge on murderers and
marauders.

The troop, so urgently demanded, had never materialized though
the admirable Jenkins had " got through " in a manner which seemed
to justify his self-confidence. The colonel of the Carabineers had
very unwillingly refused to let it go, in direct contradiction to* the
orders of his superior officer and, from the point of view of regi-
mental discipline, he was undoubtedly right. But George Chalmers
wasted no time in cursing or regretting that decision : with Ridley's
help he collected a strong party of such mobile executioners, includ-
ing the eloquent Slade, whose views had been considerably modified,
and, by pure chance, that Cornet Derwent of the 3rd, who had shared
a bungalow with Westerne.

A gay reckless young man, he had escaped massacre partly through
his own audacity, partly through the loyalty of his bearer who for
some not very clear reason adored him: and he made the excellent
suggestion that the same bearer might be worth interrogating. He
might, Derwent opined, have some idea of Westerned whereabouts,
which would probably lead to Maud and might lead to Mrs.
Xlhalrriers. And, as no one else had any suggestions as to how to
start looking for these feminine needles in a revolutionary haystack,
they rode in their queer medley of stained uniforms and battered
mufti to the bungalow, where they found the bearer brushing his
master's clothes as unconcernedly as if mutiny were a million miles
away.

He was unfeignedly glad to see his master and having, like all
Indian servants, a far more intimate knowledge of the secret doings
of the sahib-log than the latter ever suspected, told of the secret-
house beyond the bazaar.

Derwent whistled, " So that's what the bloody little swine was
up to."

He saw in it at least the possibility of a clue and passed the